PRESIDENT   MASARYK   TELLS   HIS   STORY
we must prepare for the Kingdom of God that is
to come.
Slovakia
I was really brought up half Slovak; my father
was a Slovak from Kopcany, and he spoke Slovak
till his death, I spoke it too as a child, and I was
never conscious of any difference between the
Hungarian Slovaks and the Moravian Slovaks
among whom I grew up. My grandmother in
Kopcany used to bring me a pair of the full white
Slovak trousers, as a present when she came to
see us; I used to wear them at nights to go to bed
in, because I was dressed "like a gentleman." My
family was in constant touch with Kopcany and
HoliCj and at Kopcany I often heard Hungarian
spoken; a few Hungarian words would even crop
up in our talk at home. One or two young men
on my father's side of the family became quite
Magyarized; some cousins from Hungary even came
to see me in Prague. While in Vienna I examined
the traces of the Slovaks who had lived there at
different periods, such as the poet Kollir and the
writer Kuzmany, who was the first, I believe, to
attempt a Slovak novel.
After I was in Prague I went to a meeting of
University professors at the Hotel de Saxe; during
our discussion I raised the point that we Czechs